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PxoLoGus , to Dane Dobſon the chan lied 
| N 2's 1 


3 Allants, Ivow I am quite ut of heath, 

| I've not one ſmutry J eſt in . dr a 
Here's not one Scene of ticklin 1 
There we meyer the Pit at Ag 


His London Cuckolds. (ar rei 


the Court: 
of Known '* Ta 
SELLERS : m : 


No Line in this will tempt 

It's won, te alt ſhall bag thei * tis very * * *. 

No double ſenſe ſhall our t le, 

Make Lady Bluſh; nor 2 * = ea 

But mark the Fate of is mif- udg 

A Bawdy Play way never du 

Nor modeſt bam Fo ere oh d you 

Tis reliſh'd like good Manners 

In you, Chaſt Ladies, . ho 

This is the Poets Recant 

Come oficm tort ther by han | 

"Tis more than a pretended Mo ED 

Stick * for if he ene Elter 1 
He q — fl — 7riting alt A ot 
you lu mie . J 

fs or, "ho y rail yet then we're ſute . 

Thus Brides are Coy and Baſhful the firf night, 

But us d tot once, are mad for theit delight. 

Do not the Whigg:zhh Nature then purſue, 

Leſtlike Whig-Writer, he deſert you too. 

HVbig- Poet when he can no longer Thrive, 

Turns Cat in Pan and writes his Narretive. 

No IHiſþ Witrieſs ſooner ſhall recant, 

Nor ofiner play the Devi or the Saint, 


Eritodu E 'to'the Same! 
Spoken by Mr J'x v o nx. 


Ho I am no t Con ſee; 
[ _ deal n or pre wig | 
et from our Phyſnomies PhyſnomiesIfewdly guaſ 
The —— the French - wi 


But let not that, pray ou ina — 
Kidnapping has — late « 


It Alderman did —— 
Why may not Port then Kduup a Pa ? 
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Por we fo are. N rl 


9 4 
Yet don't like Thieviſh Whiggy 9750 ing ae 
But, Fellow Citizens; beware Hs 


For, whilſt yare buſie ſending F 
'Ygad your Wives e ne go 3 
Tending to this, of lat 1 ed dpi. 
That I for ſafety the dh 
And ſee from City Pag I am become 
A Beau Garcon, a man of th' & 
Ferns Tam all Tor ory now, par 
I hate a Whieg : I m POfficiere wi. e | 
And now I bid defianet᷑ to the ner toy 2 
Nor Whig, nor Critick putty: SITES 
And asin Valour, linWitam _— n 
Then to em Gillet; let 'emkngy: ine 
You Whigs, but Cr if RO „ 220 wins 
And Criticks are meer Whigs 'n n 
Thro your croſs Nature you n 
But would the Monarchy of throw 2 
And Criticks here withthe Heh it th 
For Liberty, as in le 
Gainſt Sheriffs and Poets 
You Riot ina Play-Howſe, they D 
But Noiſe, you ſee, Ware often falls, ö 8 
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Law is our Shield againſt bury Flatts 
Law and large Fines may ſend you to Jails. 
And if you Criticks here 15 et 

TI Diametrically 2 


And maul you . Fi ir ne, 565 oſe, Stand 
Then there's your Gur Wend Criti 25 a Frit 
Commends by halves, and with a Bt i'th' end, r 
Has ſly reſerves which ſtill to Faction we 
They praiſe a Play, and on the Poet fleerr, 
But, his back turn'd, loll out their tongy e ind jeer. 

Thus amongſt Wits, as Whigge too, theſe ate Trimmers, © 
They'r like a ſort of Half Crowns we call, Swimmers. 
Broad tothe Eye, but - 4 ough, the Sp (ome fair 

Weigh em they re light, a damm daa: Me etal are. 
Theſe blame the Cary, but u phold their Charter, : 


They Rail at Tre oh 75 Traitors Quarter, 
t 


And when a Re ſtile him — 

For Perjur d 2 they y Weder. „ - 
And to Falſe Witneſſes can Penſions 2 0 J 
Yet won't allow 52 _— bis Sheriff * 


They cry, to Magiſtrates 
But let's have L: . ITben {4 or — hind Conover 


But, Friends, dom t think chat —.—, Sham us, 
Or that we'll Bugbear'd bebyyour Mandamys 
You ſee Dame Dobſon: Dexil leng was — 
But fail d at laſt: ſo will your Iννt—. 


—— 
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